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by an American who seemed to have come from Sin-
clair Lewis's "Zenith," There were a good many
public rooms there, but he contrived to be talking
in all of them at once at the top of his voice. But they
were very comfortable, even luxurious. We had
arrived in that mood in which you demand the best
room in the town, if necessary with several suites of
furniture, two private baths, and telephones you can-
not use all over the bedroom. We bathed and
sprawled all over our luxurious apartment, drank a
Martini that must have been made partly out of gold-
dust, judging by the price, ate an excellent dinner,
finished a bottle of capital Rhine wine, forgave the
American, thought kindly of the river, and then, dis-
covering that the rain had stopped, went wandering
through the town.

It was very pleasant. The moon shone out of a
clear sky, and it illuminated all that was medieval,
Gothic, in the old city, and subdued the rest. This
was Gutenberg's town, where he first set to work
with his types and made possible all manner of sub-
sequent beauties and idiocies. In this moonlight we
first saw the cathedral, the wooden tower, the iron
tower, and other gnarled old buildings, and we were
under the spell of that ancient elfin Germany, It was
delightful, too, to see the ghostly crimson of the
massed tulips in the little squares, and to return at
last to the Rheinpromenade, from which the river
seemed a noble piece of silver. We explored the place
again in the morning, when the sun shone as brightly